no                              The Boy I Left Behind Me

in Montreal who found that they had all that they could
do to keep up their annual golf subscription without
attempting to go out to the club and play. Yet in Scot-
land and in England, where golf links were clipped by
grazing sheep, where the " clubhouse " was just such a
small building as might serve to drink Scotch whisky in,
or smoke a pipe in a rainstorm, golf was carried on for
years and years at an annual subscription in ordinary
country places of five dollars (one guinea) a year. Many
people have told me of cases of minor revolution when the
subscription was moved up to two guineas. But very
likely for all I know the game may have been over-
swamped by wealth and by the pretence of being rich
that has swamped out for us in America so much of the
inexpensive amusement of the past.

The good old summer time of 1889 being ended, I
went back with deep regret to my teaching job, with no
particular prospect in front of me. And then un-
expectedly things began to open up indeed, and in less
than a month altered my whole outlook. It is possible
that the market for teachers had taken a favourable turn,
or it is possible that I had made a hit as a teacher and
that this one or that one may have spoken of me to some-
one else, but at any rate, quite unexpectedly and un-
solicited, I got an offer to come to Napanee High School
at a salary of $900, an increase of $200 in pay. By all
the ethics of the teaching profession the Uxbridge trustees
should have let me go, or raised my salary. It is among
the few redeeming points of the teaching profession that
a school is not supposed to stand in a teacher's way :
what is a temporary inconvenience to the school may
mean a life advancement for the teachers.

The Uxbridge trustees didn't see it that way: they
proposed to hold me to my contract. Looking back on
it as I see it now, they felt that they had got a good article
cheap and meant to hang on to it. They were, or most